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Pulling Your Strings 
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It is a hot day in mid July, the recording wasn't going well for this new band called Cactus and the heat had 
everyone on edge. Waving through the glass, James motioned for Cactus to stop playing and go on home for 
the day. He didn't have much faith in them because their lead singer sounded like he just had his tonsils ripped 
out violently and Lars was absolutely disgusted with their drummer. 


Standing up, James loosened his tie from around his neck and made his way to his office. Thankfully, the black 
out curtains kept most of the heat from coming into the room. He sat down in his leather chair, embroidered 


with his initials by the head rest, and propped his feet up on his green marble desk. 


"Really, my six year old can play drums better than that sleeze balll" Lars belted as he walked in the room. 


James could only sigh and open his eyes. Just as he had a few moments of silence, Lars walks in like an 
elephant in a china shop. The Dane is no where near the size of an elephant but god that man could make some 


noise. 


"Lars, lets not think about that right now. | have a splitting headache and | just want a cold glass of brandy." 
James mumbled and motioned for Lars to fetch it for him. 


"Well, then lets discuss a more serious topic. Mustaine is late on his payment for the third month in a row. | 


know we aren't in need of the cash but a contract is a contract James. He needs to pay up!" Lars barked. 


About three years ago, their ex band member Dave Mustaine came to them in dire need of some money. 
Apparently he had a little drug problem and spent all of Megadeth's money for cocaine. Pathetic and desperate, 
he crawled to The Don's front door, begging for help. Of course, out of pity for his old band mate, James 
agreed and signed a check for three point two million dollars and Mustaine signed a contract stating that each 


month, he would pay The Don back after Megadeth got back on its feet. 


However, in the last three months, Lars could not get a hold of Mustaine via emails, calls or in person. Lars is 
the best consultant on the planet. From the beginning of their bands journey, Lars knew how to make moves, 


he knew anything and could find anything. If Lars couldn't find Mustaine, then there was a problem. 


James sat there in silence, mulling over the situation for a brief minute. He stared at his glass of brandy as if 
mesmerized by the sweat rolling down the side of it. He picked the glass up, took a long drink and relished how 
the brandy burned on down his throat. 


“Alright, here is what | need you to do. Contact our law enforcement friend and see if she can dig up any new 
information on him. l'm pretty sure he changed his license and moved to a new location. Advise her that her 
payment will be dinner on me at The Bella Donna tonight. Make sure to have her bring the information with 
her." James ordered. 

Lars nodded and left the room. He secretly knows James true intentions of contacting her.. He has a thing for 
her and surely he will try and win her over with a fancy dinner tonight. Lars knows this because James didn't 


need law enforcement to do this job because any good Private Detective could do the same thing. 


Lars walked to his cherry oak desk and picked the phone up and began dialing. The shrill ring of the phone went 
on forever until the line picked up. 


"San Antonio PD, how can | help you?" a female voice sang. 
"Hey, its me. Can you take a break and meet me at the donut shop?" Lars whispered into the phone. 


"Sir, this line is for emergencies only." the female ordered, 


Lars hung the phone up and giggled softly. He grabbed his car keys and headed to the garage where the pretty 
cherry red Ferrari sat waiting. He climbed inside and let the car roar to life, then he drown down town to the 


donut shop. 


Back at the studio, James sat at his desk, cigar in mouth and a fresh glass of brandy at his side. He dug 
through his paperwork on the desk looking for any leads on where Mustaines band members may be. To his 
luck, he found a credit card statement from Megadeths bassist, David Ellefson. The mail was taken from his 
mailbox six months ago as a harmless prank while Lars was passing through the neighborhood. Now it has 


become a useful piece of information. 
Picking up his desk phone, James hit the Office #3 button and waited for the line to pick up. 
"Trujillo speaking.” his voice was scary and deep. 


"Get Hammett and contact Corey Taylor. When all of you are together, come into my office. | have a job for 


you. 


"10-4 Don" Trujillo replied 


James hung the phone up and relaxed back into his chair. Something had to change around here. The scenery 
was too masculine around here and it would be nice to have a cute feminine creature or two bouncing around 
the studio. James decides he will offer the law enforcement girl a job with him, not for the studio, but for the 
mafia. She is a beauty and he knows she has feelings for him too. 


James closes his eyes and soaks in the silence for a while. It isn't often he is alone at the office and he wanted 


a nap before dinner tonight. 


Lars pulls up to the Disco Donuts shop and climbs out of his car. He smoothed out his shirt, a cream colored 
one with a scandalous hole where his shoulder was. He believed it exposed the sexiest part of his collar bone. 
He topped it off with a distressed pair of blue jeans and some black boots. He knew one day he would run into 


a woman who will be the love of his life, so he wanted to look good when he did finally meet her. 


Pulling his shades snuggly against the bridge of his nose, he checked his hip to make sure his 4mm pistol was 
still secure and then he made his way into the shop. His eyes scanned the area before he walked in further to 
make sure there were no enemies in the crowd. Once he cleared, he then spotted the female law enforcement 


worker, alone sipping on a cup of coffee. 


Casually he breezed by the bustling waitresses and sat across from her in the back booth. He picked up a 


menu and motioned for a waitress. 


"You look as pale as ever Reina. When are you going to get a tan?" he joked as he gave her a long glance over. 
Reina was notorious for being a bit on the goth side of style. She had raven colored tresses that hung around 
her pale face, a black blouse with lace arms and maroon skinny jeans along with her famous monster boots. 
Personally, Lars didn't understand why anyone would want to dress as if they were going to a funeral 
everyday, but to each his own. 


"Well Lars, I'll get a tan when you get a better sense of humor." Reina giggled as she sipped her coffee. 


"You are a trip, you know that? Anyways, the reason | called you here was because The Don has a favor to 


ask of you. You do owe him because of that issue we took care of last December for you." Lars murmured 


behind the menu. 


"How illegal is this ‘favor Lars? You know my entire career could be on the line if." Reina was cut off by the 


waitress. 
"Hey Reinal Who's the cutie you got sitting with you today?" the waitress chimed. 
"Uh, Shay this is my good friend Lars Ulrich. Lars, this is my best friend Shay." Reina stated awkwardly. 


Reina looked over at Lars, who was literally speechless. She then looked over at Shay who was equally as 
speechless. Reina decided to break the silence. 


"Shay, I'll take a fresh coffee and one of those bacon donuts. Lars, you have got to try the bacon donut! Its a 


normal glazed donut with bacon stuffed inside." Reina raved. 
"Sounds good, I'll take one as well." Lars stuttered 


Shay was beat red and nervous as she took the menu from Lars and ran off to get their orders. She couldn't 


believe that one man could be so beautiful. 
"Now Lars, Tell me about this favor The Don has for me." Reina boldly asked. 


Lars couldn't stop staring as he watched Shay walk away. His heart was aching to know her, his mouth longed 
to kiss her. He was pulled out of his trance by Reina clearing her throat. 


"The Don needs you to find any new information on one of his clients. We believe he has changed his address 
and moved out of town The Don asks you to search on your national crime investigations computer, dig up 
what you can and bring the information with you this evening to The Bella Donna. Part of his favor is to have 


you go to dinner with him as well” 


Lars slid a piece of paper with Dave Mustaine's name and date of birth under a napkin to Reina. He watched 


and waited for her response eagerly. She knew she couldn't go against The Don, not after what he did for her 
last December. The most intense part of the whole favor for Reina would be the dinner date. She was secretly 


in love with The Don. 


Reina had a plan brewing in the back of her head as well. Could she ask a favor for a favor? She decided she 


would play match maker with Lars and Shay since they both seem to really be attracted to each other. 
"Alright Ulrich, here is the deal. I'll do The Don this favor, but only if you do one for me.” Reina boasted. 
"And what would that be exactly? You know The Don doesn't like being ordered around." Lars asked intrigued. 


"It isn't a favor from him | ask. Its a favor from you. Take Shay out to dinner for me. She seems to really 


have a thing for you, and you seem to have one for her as well" Reina requested. 


"What? Me have a thing for her? You must be seeing things, however, I'd be glad to take her out to dinner. 
Tell her be ready tomorrow night, I'll take her to La Vino as per your request." Lars nervously spat out. 


He hoped Reina didn't see through his lie, of course he had a thing for Shay! She was the most beautiful 


woman he ever laid eyes on! Now that he knows for sure she is single, he will make a move on her soon 


Possibly get her to quit this shitty job and work for him at the studio! 


"Then consider The Don's favor done." Reina retorted. 


